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of the few early dissipations I can remember was a Christ-
mas party in Half Moon Street, where our white muslin
dresses were equal to any present. But more love and
toil and pride than money had gone to make them. I
have a very clear vision of coming home late from the
theatre to our home in Stanhope Street, Regent's Park,
and seeing my dear mother stitching at those pretty frocks
by the light of one candle. It was no uncommon thing
to find her sewing at that time, but if she was tired, she
never showed it. She was always bright and tender.
With the callousness of childhood, I scarcely realised the
devotion and ceaseless care that she bestowed on us,
and her untiring efforts to bring us up as beautifully as
she could. The knowledge came to me later on when,
all too early in my life, my own responsibilities came on
me and quickened my perceptions. But I was a heartless
little thing when I danced off to that party ! I remember
that when the great evening came, our hair, which we
still wore down our backs, was done to perfection, and
we really looked fit to dance with a king. As things
were, I did dance with the late Duke of Cambridge! It
was the most exciting Christmas Day of my life !
Our summer holidays, as I have said, were spent at
Ryde. We stayed at Rose Cottage (for which I sought
in vain when I revisited the place the other day), and the
change was pleasant, even though we were working hard.
One of the pieces father gave at the theatre to amuse the
summer visitors was a farce called "To Parents and
Guardians." I played the fat, naughty boy Waddilove,
a part which had been associated with the comedian Rob-
son in London, and I remember that I made the un-
sophisticated audience shout with laughter by entering
with my hands covered with jam! Father was capital
as the French usher Tourbillon; and the whole thing